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THE BEST FRIEND. 


d that every body must die, and made 


it 
| him understand that it was on account of sin. 
| He then explained to him how every body sin- 


— } 


ned against God and for this sin was obliged not 
only to die, but also to be punished after death; 


It was on a pleasant summer’s evening that the | and then told him how he might be saved from 
minister in a town in New England was taking | punishment by Jesus Christ. He next strove to towa 
his usual walk, after spending the day in his study, | fix upon the little boy’s mind that he was born to | out that he had not loved him as he was com- 
He was a good old man, who had preached for a ilove and serve God, and to be happy with him in 
long time to the people of his charge, and had |the world to come. ‘‘ And now,” said he “ my 
been very careful to instruct them in the way of | dear little boy, you have indeed lost a tender 
holinesg; and he had been, able, by God’s grace, | father; but I have been trying to point out to you 


topersuade many to love God and keep his com- { another Father, who has promised never fo for- | that he was born to love 


mandments. 

The sun had already gone down in the west, 
and shone only on the clouds in the sky, when the 
minister entered the village grave yard. We are. 
all apt, when we are walking 
day, to feel serious and thoughtful. The good 
Pe man +" fobing Se. walk that he might in- 

e such feelings, be h in thinking of 
Gof and of his goodness. He’ alighted to ‘walk 
in the grave-yard, among the tombs, and meditate 
on religious things. He could look around and 
think on the shortness oflife, and raise his thoughts 


alone at this time of | 


sake the poor orphan.” ; 

‘* But,” says the child, ‘‘ what is it to be an 
orphan?” 

‘Tt is to be left without parents while we are 
yet children.” 

‘I think I understand? but what is a poor 
orphan?” 

e clergyman replied, ‘‘ It is a child that is 
left without property as well as without P gsc, 
You are a poor orphan, and I hope that will 
be your father.” 

‘*T hope so too,” said the little child, ‘‘for I 
want a father to take care of me.” 





from this world, and place them on that which he 
felt was soon to be his home. Supported by his 
staff, with feeble steps he walked over the sods | 
which covered many that were.once his: beloved 
hearers, until he came to.the spot where lay buried 
his wife and three lovely daughters. The good 
clergyman leaned upon his staff, and bent over 
these graves, and was just marking out by their 
side the spot where he hoped shortly to lie in 
parce, when he was startled by the sobs. of a 
child. He turned about and at a little distance 
beheld a lovely little white-headed boy, who was 
kneeling and sobbing over the grave of his father, 
who had lately been buried there. With —— 
of tenderness and grief, the good man went to the 
exes child, and raised him up from the ground 
and kissed him. He saw that his face was pale 
and sorrowful through grief,and that his bright blue 
) ; He sat down with 
him beside the grave, and tried to comfort him. 

“O sir,” said the child, ‘let me cry for my 
father. He lies deep in that grave. They tell 
me that he will never again be my father. I 
shall never see him any more, and he will never 
kiss me as he used to do. Oh, if he would once 
more be my father, I would never again offend 
him! But they say he is'dead. O, I would sit 
here and cry all night—I would never stop, if it 
would make my poor father come to me! Bat he 
will not come; for a few days before they put him 
in the grave, he called me to him, and told me he 
Was going to leave me, and I should never have 
a father any more; and he stroked my -hair with 
his sick hand, and told me when he was buried in 
the ground that I must be a good boy and love 

O my poor, good father.” 

The good minister could not help shedding tears 
atseeing the sorrow ofthis orphan child. He 
placed his hand in his, and tried to « le him. 


‘* Well, if you wish God to be your father, you 
must try to please him. You must be careful to 
do nothing he has forbidden, and to love him 
more than you love any thing else. Ard you 
must pray to God that he will take care of you, 
and teach you how to live a pious life. If you 
will kneel down with me, I will pray for you.” 

The child pos proege F knelt down by the grave 
of his, father, and the clergyman knelt with him, 
and prayed to God that he would provide for the 
little orphan, and take care of him and make him 
a good boy. . x 

ft was now dark, except what light was afforded 
by the bright twinkling of the stars. As they left 
the grave-yard, the minister directed the attention 
of the child to those shining worlds, and told him 
they were the works of God; and was highly 
pleased when he heard him exclaim, ‘‘ My Father 
made them.” 

He led the orphan to his home, and resolved 
to adopt and make him his own child. He be- 
came a father to him, and the little boy began to 
be happy again. But it was not long before the 
minister was laid upon a sick bed. He grew 
more and more sick, till finally his friends gave 
up all hopes of his recovery. The poor child 
watched over him with the affection of a son, till 
he saw his friend breathe his last. The good old 
man, who had so long spent his time in worship- 
ping his God, now left his earthly trials, and went 
into the presence of the same God he delighted 
to serve. ' 

At the death of the clergyman, the little boy 
was again left destitute. is new father was 
dead; and every other person soon forgot his 
sorrows and his situation. Many who saw him, 
and knew that he was without friends, felt com- 
passion for him; they pitied him; ‘“‘hoped he would 





After he had quieted his grief, he spoke of God, 
and told him that jhe was a father to all those 
who put their trust in Him. He told him that 
death was a long sleep; but that the voice of God 
will one day awake the dead; and that, after a 
gteat while, he and his father would both arise 
from the grave; and that if he was good and tried 
toserve she would go with his father to heaven; 
and because Jesus Christ died for sinners, God 
will be merciful to such as trust in Jesus, and do his 


be provided for;” and that was all: they did 
nothing themselves to comfort him, or provide for 
|his wants. Many atime he grieved that he was 
| friendless in the world, and the big tear would 
gush from his eye, and roll down his cheek; and 
often would he go to the grave of his kind friend 
the minister, and sit there and weep, and think 
how very good he had been to him, a poor orphan 
boy. Why did not some kind Sunday School 
teacher find him out and take care of him? But 





will; and they will be with him for ever praising 
and loving the great Father of all. He told how 


| God was watching over him; and proved that he 
‘is kind to the destitute, and will provide for the 


'fatherless. This poor friendless boy was placed in 
many situations, passed through many trials, but 
| was ever protected through the tender mercy of 
| Him who heareth even the “ young ravens when 
| they cry.” 
At the age of sixteen he began to think more 
seriously about his duty towards God, and found 


| manded to do in the Holy Bible. He thought of 
| the time that he had spent with the good minister, 
| and of his advice, his prayers, and his wishes. 
He remembered that the pious man had told him 
God and to serve him. 
He knew that he had not lovéd him as much as 
he loved other things, and that he had not 
tried to please him in every thing that he hed 
done. d then he determined he would live no 
longer in that sinful way; but would ‘try all his 
lifetime afterwards to do those things which would 
be pleasing in the sight of God; and that he 
would love him more than he loved all other things, 
And as he knew that his heart was very wicked, 
he prayed to God that he would give him ‘a new 
» and stash. hign-hemtoline.2 DE ED He 
did right when he asked God to belp him to be 
good; for God has ised to help all who will 
come unto him and ask him to do so for the sake 
of Jesus Christ his Son. God sent his Holy 
Spirit to guide him, and he was soon able to give 
his heart to the Saviour, who came into the world 
to suffer and die for sinners. He found that he 
loved him, afid that he was _trust 
repro gap abe in, and from is! 
in world to come. _ Here was ¢ Friend indeed, 
Soon after this, he Peat gb teescime a 
preacher of the Gospel. Some good . 
Wrieh (0 ane ACD AF SARERTE: TEASER 
of this, and offered to help him. y sent him 
to school, and then to a college; and now he is 
studying those things that will fit him to preach 
according to the Bible. And it is hoped that this 
orphan may hereafter be known as a missionary of 
Christ Jesus our Lord, among the heathens who 
have never heard about God and Jesus Christ, 
For it is his purpose to spend his days 1 
those who worship idols, and he means to de 
his time in teaching them about the true Go 


& 


aE 


ee 


many of those guilty and ignorant people to give 
up their idolatry, and worship the great God who 
made them, and keeps them alive. ~So we see 
that the fatherless may have a father in heaven, 
who will take. care of them, and provide for their 
wants, and enable them to doa great deal of good. 

What better friend can a child have thana 
Father in heaven! Seek him with all your heart, 
and you shall find him and enjoy him for ever. _ 

e shall now let you see some of the rules 
which this little boy made for himself, when he 
was eleven years old. 

‘“« The first day of the week is the Lord’s day. 
I must not work or play on this day, for that wou 
be to break the Lord’s day. May God help me, 
who am but a child, to keep this day as a good 
child ought to keep it. 

‘*T must think of this, that God is at all times 
near me; he sees all my deeds, and knows all 
my heart. : 

“<O Lord, guide my heart by thy grace, for it is 
prone to stray from the right path. 

‘«T must beg of God that he would give me grace 
to do his will at all times, that I may serve him 
with a pure heart and a right mind. 

«©O how I ought to love God, whose love to me 
is so great. _ I must have gone to hell, ifhe had 
not sent his dear Son into the world to die on the 
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Thus he may be the means of pa a great “ 
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cross for the sins. of men, that we might be made 
good and go to God. " 

‘* What a bad heart_I must have, if I do not love 
and fear God! and what a bad child must I be, if 
I do not mind what his word says to me! For he 
made me, and he feeds me from day to day. I 
ought to hate sin, which God hates, and love to 
do the thing which is right. 

**T ought to love with all my heart, and to 
thank him at all times; to put my whole trust in 
him, and to serve him all the days of my life. 

. ‘* Plant thy fear, O Lord, in my heart, that it 
may be a guide to my youth. . 

X Guard thou my heart, O Lord, lest it grow 
roud; keep thou the door of my mouth, lest my 
ips 5 pasts not the truth. 

‘*T must take care to keepin mind those things 

which I have been told. 

', ‘* When I rise out of my bed, I must first think 
of God, and be sure to thank him for his care of 
me while I slept in the night past, and pray that 
he would guide me in all my ways, and keep me 
from harm all the day. 

, ‘* At night, too, when I go to rest, I must be 
sure to knee] down and lift up my heart to God, 
and thank him for his care of me all the past day: 

** I ought to pray that the Lord would give me 
rest, and guard me all the night from harm while 


, E-must pray that he would bless those who 








have the care of me, and .eep me safe from all 
harm: for when God takes care of us, we have no 
to fear.” _, S. S. Journal. 

; RELIGION. 

tn: MARTHA. 

_ Martha—— was about twelve years old, when a 
revival din the place where shelives. She 
had been for five years previous to this, 
30 ‘so, that mother often came almost to 
thé coiichatton ‘she was a Christian. 


, every night in her secret devotions. Her 
mother, anxious to know what her true feelings 
were, went one evening to the door of her room, 
to listen.’ She was pleading for her father, that 
would convert him; and her argument, to 
use her own language; was, ‘that he may know 
how to bring up his children in the nurture and 
admonition of the Lord.’ The_first Sabbath in 
uly, 1831, Martha, with many others, made a 
‘public profession, and came to the Lord’s table. 
that time her deportment has been good. 
During the autumn, and the first of the winter, 
her mother thought she could discover a decline 
in regard to the child’s fervor of devotion. The 
truth is, Martha’s Spa were poor, and she had 
not oe for attending worship in the 
cold , and she lived more than two miles 
from the house of God. At length some of the 


sisters of the charch, suspecting what might be 
the case, procured and sent her the nece ar- 
“ticles. seemed to affect her much. ey 


were just what she needed, and she carried them 
at once to the throne of grace, to offer her thanks 
to Him, who had inclined Christians to remember 
her, and to pray, that when she should wear these 
articles to House of God, she might be profited 
by the means of grace. 

Maitha had been accustomed, when her little 
brothers and sisters retired at night to spend a 
season in conversing and praying with them. 

A short time since, she was permitted to accept 


-| church yard: 


you to-night.’ But she was mistaken. 
felt the force of the injunction, ‘ Work while me 
day lasts.’ When she returned, though all in the 
house had retired early to rest, she did not feel as | 
though she could omit for once, her customary 
effort in behalf of those, who were dear to her. 
She went to the room, where her little brother 
and sister were sleeping; she waked each of them 
and successively conversed with them, and then 
as usual she knelt down and besought the Saviour, 
that he would give them all a new heart. : 
(Sabbath School Instructer. 


OBITUARY. 


ELIZABETH GARDNER. 
Elizabeth Gardner, of Kendall, (Eng.), from 
her early infancy, was a child of a sweet and 
loving disposition, of a pious frame of mind, a 
Jover of truth, and very dutiful and obedient to 
her parents and teachers. She was always patient 
under any affliction that might befal her—and 
often showed her love to the Saviour. A few 
years since, she had a small book given her by a 
friend of her father’s, which she took much pleas- 
ure in reading; and very few days passed, without 
her repeating these words, which were on the first 
an we r little children to come unto me, 
and forbid them not; for of such is the kingdom 
of heaven.’ In the autumn of 1827, she went on 
a Visit to Shipton, in Yorkshire, where she re- 
mained till Christinas The 28th of December, 
was the day fixed for her return home, where she 
was very anxiously expected by her father, who 
had been confined to his bed a long time by a lin- 

éring illness. While her parents were thus 
foking toward the evening, which was to bring 
their child to the armis of those she loved most on 
earth, the dear little girl was anxiously looking 
for the arrival of the coach, which was to conv 
her home: But see the uncertainty of worldly 
prospects. Just as the coach drove up to the inn, 
near where she had been staying, her clothes 
caught fire, and before it could be put out, she 
was so severely burnt, that it became impossible 
for her to be moved. And on the evening of the 
next day, with little pain, she breathed her last, 
when not quite nine years old, and was interred 
at Shipton, on the first of January, 1828. 
These lines are on her tomb-stone in Shipton 


Se 











* Her days on earth, sweet child ! were few, 
She passed away like morning dew; 
Take warning by her call in youth, 
And early seek the God of truth.” ~ 
Little reader, who knows but that you will be 
called away as suddenly and unexpectedly as little 
Elizabeth—and are you prepared to die? 
oat 
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THE NURSERY. 


BIBLE STORIES.—NO. 2. 
THE TWO BROTHERS. 

A great while ago, there were two brothers living 
together in acertain place. One was a shepherd and 
the other a farmer. The shepherd was a very good 
man, and loved God and gave to him the best of his 
flock. But his brother was a wicked man, and did 
not bring a proper offering to the Lord. And God 
loved the good man, as he always does all who are 
good; and when he bronght his offering to God, he 
blessed him, and made him very happy. But his broth- 
er, who was wicked, God did not love, and would 
not accept his offering. Then this wicked man was 
very envious of his brother, and hated him, so that be 
could not bear to look at him; and at last he became 
so angry against him, that hekilled him. Afte: wards, 
when God came, and asked him where his brother 
was, he told a lie, and said he did not know. | What 
a wicked man—to kill his own brother because he 
was better than himself, and then to tell a lie about it! 
But he could not deceive God—for God knows every- 
thing. He knew all that this wicked man had done; 
and he punished him very severely, as he will always 
punish those who are wicked. The miserable man 








an invitation to spend the evening at a neighbor’s. 
her mother put the children to bed, she 


was driven out to wander in the earth, and was never 


———— 


thought, ‘ Martha will not convérse and pray with | de a oF And so he Wandered about till he 
e child | .—S. rructer. |. 


THE SISTER'S GRAVE, : 

‘Come and see my sister’s grave,’ said a ré 
child to me, as she took hold of my hand, when 
was first opening the gate that leads into the 
church yard. ‘And why am I to go and see 
your sister’s grave, my love?’ saidI. ‘ Because,’ 
replied the tiny girl, who was about four years 
old, ‘I want you to see where they have laid my 
Mary.’ O, how touching was the request, and 
how touching the in which it was urged= 
‘Come and see where they have laid my Mary;’ 
for it proved that her grief was heartfelt and earnest, 

I raised the child in my arms, for I could not 
help loving her; and then putting her on the 
ground again, we proceeded together to 
where Mary was laid. We walked down one 
broad gravel walk, and then another, and then 
making our way among many rising hillocks, 
where the tall grass entangled our feet, and where 
the dark leaves of the numerous trees waved over 
our heads with mournful sounds; there all wndi# 
turbed, solitary and alone was Mary’s grave. 

My dear little companion immediately sat dow 
on a fresh covered sod, and said, with the tear 
of affection rolling down her chubby cheeks 
‘ This is where they have laid my Mary.’ 

‘ And who was Mary,’ said I, ‘a sister of yours?’ 

‘ Yes, she was my sister.’ 

‘But why have they laid her here?’ 

‘ Oh, Mary’s face was very pale, and her lips 
turned blue, and her hands were stiff, and 
said she was dead; and they have laid her in this 
cold ground, and I shall never see her any more,’ 

The little creature then seemed quite broken- 
hearted, and she sat sad, very sad upon the ground; 
and she wept most bitterly. 

‘ But,’ said I, as I held out my hand to take 
her from this scene of her‘sorrow; ‘ you must fet 
cry preg How old was your sister, do you 





‘ No, I don’t know, ma’am; but she was taller 
than I am; but shé used to play with me, ° 
teach me to pray to the great God. But I have 
no playmate now, like her.’ dod 

I saw it was in vain to inculcate — 
resignation upon so young a child, therefore’ 
told her that God who lives above the sky has 
said, ‘ The dust shall return to the dust as it was, 
and the spirit to himself who gave it.’ This 


represented in as simple a manner as I could, and 
after a great deal of talk we separated. But nevér 


shall 1 forget her words, ‘Come and see where 
they have laid my Mary.” 


MORALITY. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companiow 
A SOBER DRUNKARD! 

A short time since, while walking a public road, 
in the edge of the evening, 1 discovered by the 
wayside a man intoxicated (a rare sight indeed !) 
On appoaching him,he inquired for a public house. 
He also related a lamentable story concerning 
himself; and among the rest said that he was very 
much fatigued. 1 plainly told the miserable maa 
that he was drunk. Excuses, pleas, and what not, 
then fluently flowed from his lips. ‘‘I tell you, 
sir,’’ exclaimed he, ‘‘ 1 am not drunk,’ endeavor- 
ing to bring forward the proof; and all the while 
scarcely able to sit upright. 1 pitied the man: and 
the more so, from the fact that he had lost one leg. 
He met with a sad misfortune on board ship; and 
now had a wooden leg. The man pleaded like a 
lawyer. But I know that his apparent truths were 
lies. I still accused him of being drunk. He com- 
plained that my accusation ‘was hard; and as if 
to console himself, said that ‘‘there was one 
above all—Christ Almighty.”’ I told him that he 
was not sober—that he had been drinking. He con- 
fessed that he had taken a little cider. I urged 
him to tell the truth—to say that’ he had taken ® 











happy afterwards. He had no home, no resting 
place, and was always afraid that every man he met, 


little rem. Ohno! he had not drank any rum; 
for it did ‘‘not serve him,” he said. 1 continued 
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couse him; and finally asked him for his bottle. 
He acknowledged that he had one? but said that 
he could not get it without much trouble, for it 
was under the mats. The man had mats for sale, 
and they were lashed to a small sled. * But,’ in- 
quired if ‘what do you keep in your jug; have you 
not rum?’ ‘No;’ the jug was to put linseed oil 
The man seemed 
determined not to own the truth, To my sharp 
accusations, he frequently replied, ‘‘ You may 
ave it as you like it.”” : , 
. But at length he thus spoke: ‘‘ Now, sir, I will 
tell you the trath, a person who has followed the 
sea seventeen years can’t do without a drop.” 
So much he confessed. After giving him some 
good advice, I now left the poor unfortunate ; for 
it was out of my power then to convey him to a 
dwelling. Some twe or three hours after, in 
company with some friends, I passed the same 
spot in return. There lay the man sound asleep 
nthe ice and snow! We awoke him. And 
Tae horrid oaths and fiendish language which 
heuttered! Our better feelings would not permit 
afellow mortal thus to suffer. We commenced 
search and found the ‘oil jug.” But unfortunately 
itwas a rum jug. It held two quarts, and was 
empty! (Ah a drunkard will lie!) With difficulty 
we seated the beast-man upon the mats; -and 
while two drew the heavy load, the other two kept it 
steady. Among the movements, off dropped the 
poor man’s wooden leg. For this leg, he, like a 
wise man, had much care. ‘‘ Where is my leg,” 
he would cry out; ‘‘ I charge you with it!’ We 
packed it upon the load and drove on. We were 
constantly annoyed with the rattle of his tongue. 
O what a sight! Could it be that this was a man 
—an immortal being! Soon he was lodged in an 
alms-house; and there, my readers, we will leave 
him. Poor, unfortunate, rum-ruined man; what 
will become of him! And how guilty are those 
 Nagahe aarti a 
The story, my you ; is told; and w 
isit? It ny echably. What every reader of the 
i Fas af sometime or other, seen. Yes, 
loubtedly all ‘have fixed their eyes upon a 
drunken person. And what an horrible—horrible 
sight! Tow can it be that men will thus degrade 
themsdlves? ‘Why, I will tell you. They begin 
totake a drop, perhaps, once in a while, when 
ng; they grow up in the habit of drinking a 
Title Soon, when they become of age, and 
frequently before, this ‘‘little’”’ increases into very 
many drams each day. And finally, they swallow 
the poison like honey. And alas! they become 
sots! 


My young friends, it used'to be customary to 
drink ardent spirit; those who drank them moder- 
ately were considered as good as those who drank 
aone. But men’s eyes have been opened. It is 
now a disgrace—yea, is absolutely wicked to use 
ardent spirits, except as a medicine. You have 
all heard of the “‘ glorious temperance reforma- 
tion;”’ and undoubtedly are its supporters. 
Ah yes! It cannot be that-any of the readers of 
tthe Companion drink ardent spirits! No; how 
can it be! I said, no; but I know not. Reader, 
do you? . Raixes, Jr. 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 


A DOMESTICATED WEASEL. 


Although Buffon was of opinion that the weasel 
was an animal incapable of domestication, we 
have the following interesting account of one in 
aletter of Mademoiselle de Laistre. ‘IfI pour 
some milk into my hand,” says she, “it will drink 
agood deal; but if I do not pay it this compliment, 
it will scarcely take a drop. When it is satisfied, 
it generally goes to sleep. My chamber is the 
place of its residence; and1 have founda method 
of dispelling its strong odors by perfumes. During 
day, it sleeps inside a quilt, entering by a place 
that is unsewed in its edge, which it accidentally 
discovered. At night, I keep it in a wired cage, 
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but leaves with joy. Ifthe servant sets it at lib- 
erty before I am up in the morning, aftera thousand 
gambols, it comes into my bed, and reposes in my 
hands, or on my bosom. If I am up before it is 
let out, it will fly to me in rapture, and spend half 
an hour in caressing me, playing with my fingers, 
and nibbling at them with its teeth like a little 
dog; leaping on my head and on my neck, and 
then running round my arm with the softness and 
elegance of a squirrel. Such is its agility, that 
it will leap into my hands, although upwards of a 
yard distant, if I present them to it. It exhibits 
much adroitness and cunning to obtain any wish- 
ed for object; and it is so capricious at times, as to 
perform certain actsapparently from contradiction. 
It seems at all times exceedingly desirous of being 
noticed, watching my eye during all its little 
pranks, to see if L observe it. If I am inattentive 
to its sports, it seems to have no pleasure in them, 
immediately desists, and lays itself down to repose. 
It is so lively that the moment I awake it, however 
sound its sleep may be, it instantly resumes its 
ambols with as much spirit as before it slept. 
ie never is out of temper, unless when much teased, 
or when under confinement, which it mortally 
detests; in which case it displays its displeasure 
‘by a kind of low murmur, quite opposed to the 
sound of its voice when pleased. 
This little creature can distinguish my voice 
‘amid twenty others, and spri over every one 
in the room, till it has found me. Nothing can 
exceed the lively and pleasing way it caresses me 
with its two little paws; it frequently pats me on 
the chin, in a manner that expresses the utmost 
fondness. This, with a thousand other kindnesses, 
convinces me ofthe sincerity of its attachment. 
He is quite aware of my intention, when dressed 
to go out, and then it is with much difficulty I can 
rid myself of him. On these occasions, he will 
conceal himself behind | cabinet oa the door, 
and spring on me as I pass wi Rererge~ | i 
qoickness His vivacity, agility, and-voice, 

e manner he utters it, have a:strong similitude 
to Som Oreet ine squirrel. In mya um! 
season, he runs about night squeaking ‘y 
since the cold has set in, he has desisted from this 


ticular sound when rolling on my bed in the 
sunbeams, It seems extremely probable that the 
weasel sips the dew, judging from the remarkable 


never dtink water when he can get milk, and 
then in such a small way, that he appears only to 
do it to cool his tongue, for he evinced fear on 
several occasions when water was presented to 
him. During the summer showers, I caught some 
rain Water and endeavored to get him to enter it 
to bathe himself, but thishe would not do. I then 
dipt a piece of linen cloth in it; this seemed to 
afford him much pleasure, by rolling himself over 
it, which he did frequently. The curiosity of this 
little pet is. unbounded, for it is impossible to open 
a drawer or a box, without his roving through 
every part of them: if even a piece of paper or 
a book is looked at, he will also examine it with 
attention. Every thing I take into my hand, he 
must run up to, and survey with an attentive 
scrutiny. I havea young dog and cat, with both 
of which he is very familiar; he will scamper over 
their necks, backs, and legs, without their offering 


him the smallest injury.’ 
eee 











BENEVOLENCE. 


A SCENE IN A CITY, 


‘*I wish we were out of this horrid dirty place!”’ 
said little Rose, impatiently, as she picked her 
way through a narrow street, holding up her white 
frock, and making f.ces of disgust. 

“1 dare say you do, my dear,” answered 
her mother who walked behind her; ‘but we 
are not half out of it yet.” 

The next turn brought them into an alley still 
narrower, and much more dirty: not only was 








which it always enters with much reluctance, 


cae 


Sage 


there mud enough to prove that sweeping was 


practice, but has sometimes expressed this par-|i 


manner he drinks milk from my hand. He will 


ist 

niemameaceenaiaeeiaimeniesmemiamiall 

almost unkfiown, but potatoe skins, cabbage stalke 
and all sorts of offensive were lying in heaps 
about. Nor was this the worst e, for on the 
right and left, every now and then, they saw @ 


narrower alley, where.it would have appeared 
hardly possible to walk, so great was the filth, and 
so disgusting the smell. " ‘ 

‘*Oh, mother, look down that dirty alléy!” 
cried Rose. 

‘* Look at the people who live there,’’ said her: 
mother. aT. ; 

Rose had scarcely lifted her eyes from the 
ground, in her anxiety to defend her nice shoes, 
and clean stockings, and muslin frock from’ the’ 
filth: but now she raised them to look’at the people 
who were at the doors of the wretched houses, or 
walking about. The men and women too, were 
so dirty, that it was hard to say what they were 
like; so ragged, so untidy, sitting in parties at 
the doors, or else looking out at the broken win- 
dows, with faces so bold that Rose could not bear 
to see them, The children were almost without 
clothes, and playing in the mud. 

** Oh, what people!” said Rose, in a low voice. 
“Look into their houses,” ‘said her moth 
Rose looked where her mother pointed; and there 
was a short flight of steep narrow steps just by her. 
At the top of them was a sort of shutter fast } 
up by a hook; and this was all the door or window 


Rose down; and there 
peeped A, 


5 


seemed to be & great many people crowded 
small room or aw below. In one corner, 
poor man was at work, close to the stairs; in 
another, a woman was cutting wood into ; 
and in others, there was drinking, 
a felt as 


* 


swearing, and. 
she was in a 


just able to stand. 
seated on benches, on three sides of the room; 
while a man, of very cheerful countenance and. 
kind manners, was walking about, singing little 
easy lessons in spelling, which were repegted by 
the children, with stamping their feet and striking 
their little hands together, making as much noise 
as they knew how. , 

After.some few lessons had been gone through, 
the master placed them in a line round the r 
and they began to march, amd stamping as loud 
as they could with their feet, and singing, ‘* March 
away, march away,” in such a merry tone that 
Rose jumped with joy, and cried out, ‘* Oh, the 
a pretty little things! Oh, mother what a lovely 
sight!” " 

Sifter this, the master made them all stand faci 

the pasteboards hung round the room, on. whic! 
were printed, in large letters, texts from Seripture; 
very easy to be understood. He pointed to them 
with his long stick, and read each word separatély 
and distinctly, making a remark i 
tion, at the end. 4 

When they had said their lesson,.as it was time 
to close the school, the children were placed in 
two rows along the room; one of the | 
at each end; and then, with eyes closed, 5 
hands devoutly joined together, these tworepeated, 
in turn, a short prayer ‘and the Lord’s prayer, in 
which the rest joined. Rose thought this was the 
prettiest sight of all. When this was over, each 
went in ma take the master by the hand, before 
going out; and they did it with such looks ‘of love 
as showed his love and kindness to them. 

Little Rose was very much pleased when she 





was told by her mother that this was an Inrant, 
Scffoor. Youth’s Friend. 
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EDITORIAL. 








Memoir of Addison Pinneo, who diel in Hanover, N.H. 
Sept. 17, 1831; aged 10 years. Published by Perkins 
& Marvin, 114, Washington Street, Boston. 

This is one of the most affecting little memoirs 
which has as yet appeared. It is impossible to 
read it, without feeling the affections cling around 
the little boy whose piety, in its simplicity and its 
loveliness, was so beautifully manifested. Piety 
in children attracts so much the affections and the 
attention of Christians, that there are very few 
at that tender age who are not more or less affected 
by it. But by the judicious treatment ofhis parents, 
this little boy appeared mild, retiring, and unos- 
tentatious to the last. He loved his Saviour, and 
his parents did not speak publicly of his feelings. 
How many instances are there, in which youthful 
piety has lost nearly all its loveliness, through 
spiritual pride. Even the aged Christian needs 
to.watch with constant care against the approaches 
of pride. How then can it be supposed that the 
little child can remain humble, when parents talk 
of his piety, in his presence, and every Christian 
who meets him, speaks in a way to fan the latent 
fires of vanity. 
©This memoir of Addison Pinneo is a delightful 

book. It is written in an easy, simple and 

want style, and will make a very valuable 
addition to our Sabbath School libraries. No 
child can read it without interest and profit. Ad- 
dison was a very amiable and obedient boy before 
hi8 heart was changed. Perhaps some one may 
say if he was amiable and obedient before, what 
more than this could he be after his heart was 
changed? i has shown. ‘Before, 
he loved not prayer; he loved not religious exer- 
cise#; he felt no interest for the piety of others. 

After, prayer was his delight; exercises of devo- 

tion were more pleasing to him than childish sports ; 

and he feltan intense solicitude for the spiritual 
of all’he knew, and of the whole world. 
#re surely was a dilference—a wide difference. 

g was a little boy whom one could scarcely 
help loving before his conversion; but after his 
conversion, he must have been peculiarly dear to 
the hearts of all who knew him. 


“How richly were his parents rewarded for their |- 


Christian fidelity. ,Their little treasure is now 
it Heaven. He had often-vnited with them in 
léved worship at the morning and the evening 
altar; and now he is bowing with the angels before 
the Throne, 

’ pry ingen pac Mr om the day, 

~~ Wide at his back, their gradual plumes display.’’ 

If parents would have their children blessed, they 


roust not only pray for them in private and in the 
family devotions, but they must talk with their 
dear little ones; it must be their constant hearts 
desire that their children may be prepared for 
Heaven. The following practice is worthy of more 


i**Thereis one custom in-his father’s family 
which I wish you would tell your parents about, 
aiid if they have not, ask them to adopt it in your 
family. On Sabbath evenings the family sit down 
and study out together the lesson for the next 
Sabbath; and sometimes on Saturday evening 
théy review it. This makes the Sabbath School 
fesson very easy and very pleasant. Itis no task ars Sabbath Schools. That would be 


NN 


,to learn it. And what a pleasant sight itis, to see 
parents and children and friends sitting down to- 
gether to study the word of God.” 

Can there be a more pleasant way for a Christian 
family to pass the evening of the Sabbath, when 
there is not public worship to call them from home? 
It is pleasing to see what a comprehensiveness 
of benevolence, and enlargement of views piety 
confers on the youthful mind. The little boy who 
had been accustomed tothink only of himself and his 
immediate friends, becomes pious, and the whole 
world is embraced in his good wishes, Addison 
Pinneo possessed a piety which was not selfish. 
‘‘He prayed not only for himself, that he 
might not be deceived, and might be kept from sin, 
but for his parents, his brothers and sisters; for 
all Sabbath scholars, and especially for his class 
in the Sabbath School; for the heathen and the 
whole world.” 

His death was one of unusual bodily pain. 
But in his greatest distress he was happy. He 
conversed not merely with composure, but with a 
smiling and happy countenance respecting his 
death. He knew perfectly well that he could 
not recover, and bade all his friends an affection- 
ate farewell. His dying struggle was severe, but 
we cannot doubt that the Saviour who strengthened 
him to endure his sufferings, and who has said “‘ suf- 
fer little children to come unto me, and forbid them 
not,’’ received him in his’ arms and folded him in 
his bosom. We have read this book with pleasure 
and with profit, and cordially commend it to child- 
ren and to parents. 








MORE DONATIONS ror tux LITTLE GREEK PAPER 


W—, Mz. Feb. 25, 1832. 
To the Editor of the Youth’s Companion,—The inclosed one Dol- 
ware ys FT eaves ¢ Sy Santy, seater of the 
Youth’s © from to aid Mr. Brewer in 
publishing a paper for the Greek and Turkish children. H—D—. 





Nawtocxer, Fes. 

Mr. Editor,—Ha noticed in one of your last numbers of 
Youth’s Companion, situation of the dear 
ee ek eee of unceasing solici 
them, they may enjoy 
senger is calculated tobestow. I enclose 1 dollar asa little family 
contribution which you will please to forward. —~ 

Respectfully yours, J..H. 8. 





Selected for the Youth’s Companion 
SMALL RAIN UPON THE TENDER HERB. 
Manz. 11. Sab. Looking unto Jesus. ' 
12. Mon. The Lorp is good. 

13. Tues. Behold, he pre H 
. Wed. Boast not of to-morrow. 

15. Thurs. Lam the Door. 

16. Fri. He is precious. 

17. Sat. Be not faithless. 
“ One Lrrrie Sentence of the Divine word ven 
on the soul, may prove the power of God unto Salvation.”’ 


MISCELLANY. 


THE BETTER CHOICE. 


Two young men being in familiar conversation, 
respecting the natural bias of their minds, the one 
declared, if his circumstances in life would admit, 
he would travel over foreign countries, but par- 
ticularly go to ancient Rome, and see there the 
ruin and desolations that war and time have made 
on that once famed city. The other with a counte- 
nance that proved he felt what he said, exclaimed 
—‘‘If the circumstances that Providence has 
placed me in, would admit, I would visit the 
dark benighted villages in my own country, and 
contemplate the ruin that sin, ignorance,and vice, 
have made on the manners of the people; and not 
only contemplate the horrors of ignorance, but 
under a divine blessing, endeavor to chase away 
the clouds of ignorance, and throw the su 7 














my pleasure and my delight.” The other ac- 
knowledged the latter was far the better choice 
and afterwards became an active and zealousteach. 


er in a Sabbath School. S. S. Instructer, 





DOES HE SAY “OUR FATHER?” 


Travelling a few days since, I called at the 
house of a friendto warm me. Soon the children 
four or five in number, came around me with 
smiling faces, which told me plainly, ‘Iam glad 
to see you,” though they did not know me. One 
of them, little Henry, about four years old, raw to 
his mother and in a low whisper said, ‘* Ma, who 
is that?”? Mr. —, she replied. ‘* Does he 
our father?” he next inquired. When she said 
yes, he immediately came and began to talk with 
me. His mother afterwards told me that H 
always asks her, when strangers come, whethit 
they say “‘our Father,” and if they do, he seems 
to regard them with much respect, but if they do 
not, he seems to think he may do as he pleases 
before them. S. S. Record. 


—— 
POETRY. 














From the Vermont Chronicle. 
I HAVE LOST MY MOTHER. 


Jesus, I have lost my mother, 
She was sick and she is dead. 
ed one et veyed aoeed 
ing with me bed. 
When | it she would console me, 
Smile and me to relieve : 


delay, 
‘Asking what is good for me. 
Tell me, Jesus, what to do ; 
other now is in the grave; 
‘ell where to stay or go, 


Who will love me when I ache ? : | 
Who will fix me in the bed? . ‘ 
Who will sit and hear me read? 

Who will teach’ me how to ? 

Who will hold my aching head 

Who will guide me through the day ? 


Why did mother die so soon? 
Other girls have mothers now; 
Why not live till I was grown, 
Live till she was older too ? 


“ Little girl, do not complain ; 
I was by and heard the prayer, 
When your mother prayed for you,, 
Giving you up to my care. 
Little Orphans I behold, i 
More than mother’s care bestow ; 
I will clothe you, I will feed,— 
What you need I always know. 
I will teach you how to pray, 
How to be forever blest ; 
I will guide you every day, 
Guide you to a heavenly rest. 
I will find one to relieve you, i 
When you need a mother’s care ; 
T have plenty still to give you,— 
I have heard your mother’s prayer. 
Stay by me, stay in my arms, 
swe hear me when I speak ; 
I will shelter you from harms ; 
Calmly slumber on my cheek. 
Listen to your father’s words, 
He is'left to guide you still ; 
He will smile and love you more, 
As you love to do his will. 
I can see your mother now, 
She is here to be at rest, 
Long enough she lived below ; 
Would you have her more distrest ?” 
Jesus may I go and see her, 
May my little brother go ? 
See her smile, and hear her speak, 
As she did when here rant ay 
Stay awhile, my little dear ; 
Do not grieve, but love and pray ; 





of instruction over the mind of humble poverty, 





You shall have a dwelling here, 
With your mother you shall stay. Cc. 
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